186            THE AERIAL AGE
One look back to our camp showed the men there waving their hats in excited glee and running for the hilltops, the better to see the airship as she moved toward the northern horizon. It was with inexpressible joy we of the crew noted how strong and fast we were going north. The engine was running steadily. The ship was not pitching or rolling. The equilibrator seemed to be riding well. Helped a little by the breeze, we were making close to twenty-five knots per hour, northward, toward the Pole.
At last our three years of arduous work, our long vigil of worry and planning, our weeks and months of struggle against gales and all sorts of obstacles, seemed in a fair way to be rewarded. The ship we had so painstakingly built and perfected was giving a splendid account of herself.
We had made a fine start. To the east the icy mountains and huge glaciers of the Spitsbergen coast glistened in the sunlight. To the north the ice-pack's white was looming in view. Far to the southwest our steamer, the Arctic, was headed our way, a dot on the waters, moving with such clumsy slowness compared with our ship of the air. Below us the dark green waters of the polar sea glided past, our equilibrator's lower end thirty or forty yards above them.
So elated were we, one and all, that we hallooed to one another, and laughed, and cracked our